On the on of 


Alzernon Sidney Elq; 


Who was found Guilty of 


HIGH-TREASO N, 


AND 


Beheaded at T ower- Hill »n Friday the 7th of December, 16 ® 


Onder not (Reader )) if you here deſcry 
| Satyy uſurp the place of Elegy 
No deep fetch't ſighs, no tears, nor mournful Verſe, 
Muſt e're attend an old Rebellious Here : 
Traytors like ſtately Tapers ſet on high, 
Blaze for a while, then dwindle, ſtink, and Dye. 
Th' Apoſtate Angel ſince from Heaven he fell, 
Smells of th' loathſom, {ulphurgus ({tench of Heg, 
An odious wretched Name is (till the fate 
Of Rebell man, when e're he proves ungrate. 
Ungratefull Sidney ! See the ill ſucceſs 
Of Rampant and Triumphant wickedneſs / 
— Juſtly the Ax muſt cut his thred of: Life 
Who 'vainly ſpent his Threeſcore Years in ſtrife. 
When T raytors pulſes beat ſo wondrous high, 
To bloud a Vein is the ſecureſt way. 
An old ſtanch't- Rebel, curſed at his Birth, 
A Foe to Heavez, and a Plague to Earth. 
Early 1n Treaſon he began t' excel, 
Wou'd in his Cradle ſcratch, bite, and Rebel. 
As ſtrength encreas'd, ſo Spite and Malice reign'd, 
And (till prevail'd o're his ill temper'd mind. 
Fierce was his humour, furious was his Zeal, 
A fond admirer of a Common-weal, 
This made the Rebel! Saint with curſed Sword, 
In wrath, purſue the Anointed of the Lord. 
His Lawful Kizg1n all things he withſtood, 
Till now n'ere cloy'd with fulfom draughts of bloud,. 
Then farewel 8idxmey! now expttno more 
To ſport and roll oh yal Purple gore. 
- All your Rebellious cheats muſt have an end, 
For Heaver its Vicegerent will defend. 
Th' Almighty Thunder juſtly when he nods 
Shakes the proud Fabric of theſe Demi-Gods. 


Republic Monſters that wou'd Heaven invade, 

By 's pow'rfull word with Earth are level] made. 

Gigantic Commonwealth's Men thus are hurl'd, 

From diſtant Sky's, into the lower World. 
Learn then by Sidzey's fate, the Factious Crew 

Good, Honeſt, Loyal methods to purfue 

Nor ſtek another S2v'ragr to undoe 5 

If -once you're pardon'd ſhew ycur penitence, 

No more luch baſe, vile wretches to commence » 

But if you are reſolv'd to be perverſe 

Then gall and Satyr ſhall be mixt 10 Verſe. 


. For thoſe who're apt to murmur and Rebel 


-No Lecure's fit for them but 'Death, and Hell. 


— ——— 


The EFITAPH. 


{gout if Whig thou art, thou'lt laugh 


At this inſipid EPITAPH. 
0h fe ! get Omons for thine Eyes, 
For here thy Patron Sidney lyes. 
Ent where's his wandring Spirit gone, 
Since here he ſuff 'red Martyrdom ? 
To Heaven. Oh! it cannot bes 
For Heaven js a Monuatchy. 
Where then T pray? To Purgatory. 
That's an,idle, Romiſh Story. 
Such Saints as he can't go to Hell f $ 
Where is he gone I prithee tel}, ; 
the Learned ſay 15 Achitophel. 
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